THE    UGLY    DUCKLING

I wish you had never been born, or were you but far
away from here!'5 The ducks bit him, the chickens
pecked him, and the girl that brought them their
food kicked him.

Driven by fear and despair, he now ran and flew as
far as his tired legs and weak wings would carry him,
till, with a great effort, he got over the hedge, which,
no doubt, was not very low. The little singing birds
in the bushes flew up in a fright, and the young
fugitive thought, "That is because I am so ugly." He,
however, hurried forward, led by instinct, towards
an unknown goal. This was a swamp, surrounded by
a wood, and was the dwelling-place of shoals of wild
ducks. Sad and tired to death, he remained here the
whole night, almost in a state of unconsciousness, whilst
the full moon above bore such a friendly countenance,
as if laughing at the foolish frogs, which kept jumping
from the water on to the grass, and back again into
the -water, as if imitating the dance of merry elves.

Early the next morning, aroused by the first glimmer
of the sun, the wild ducks rose from their watery beds
to take a turn in the warm summer air, when with
surprise they saw the stranger. "What funny guy is
this?" th^y exclaimed. "Where can he have come
from?" they inquired of each other; whilst the
stranger, with all possible politeness, turned from
side to side, first bowing to the right and then to the
left, as no ballet-mistress, much less a ballet-master,
could do;"
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